COSMIC LIGHTHOUSE 


AND POETRY LASERS 


Poems Sent Into Outer Space 


by Brian Edwards 


Pinging the stars 
with lasers 

pinging the stars 
with dreams 
and I send my dreams 
out there 

on the photon ships 
the photon vessels 
pushed by the star winds 
how do you imagine 
it will be 

the other side 

of the dream 

will I wake up 

one day 

in the far future 
feeling so far away 
from old Earth 


KE 


- 8/3/2023 


Cosmic lighthouse 

of poetry lasers 
shining out 

across the cosmic ocean 
the sea of galaxies 
of stars 

a poem of light 

a message in a bottle 
if nothing else 
Simply saying 
"someone is here" 


KE 


- 8/4/2023 


- Poem written out 
across the sky 
with Infrared Laser 
in the direction 
of the constellation Ursa Major 
on 8/6/2025 


Je 


Will your visions 
speak to me 

do we connect 

with each other 

when we are both asleep 
do we sail together 
upon the dream sea 


KE 


- 8/5/2023 


- Poem written out 
across the sky 
with Laser 
in the direction 
of the constellation Virgo 
on 8/6/2025 


4e 


A thousand floating islands 
of electrodes 

in the ether 

a thousand valleys 

of circuit boards 

antennas 

transmitting towers 

of electrified philosophy 

a thousand 

Venetian mask 

of the purest neon glow 

with eyes staring 

into the collective-unconscious 
of the dawning world 

the first light 

over the flowing sea 

of such a digitized cacophony 


KE 


- 8/5/2023 


- Poem written out 
across the sky with Infrared Laser 
in the direction 
of the constellation Virgo 
on 8/6/2023 


5e 


Lighthouse 

of a visionary time 
ecooeplace 

laser pulses 

sent out 

to distant stars 

an essence of poetry 
joined to the laser light 
the laser light charged 
with a spark 

of psychic vision 

and such psychic vision 
that lies within 

that can see across time 
and such vast 

distances of stars and worlds 
that can see 

these other places 

these lands 

that can bring 

something of the very spirit 
to their distant shores 


KE 


- 8/5/2023 


- Poem written out across the sky 
with Infrared Laser 
in the direction 
of the constellation Virgo 
on 8/6/2023 


6. 


Infinite 

time-space equations 
flowing out 

through surreal transmitters 
on desert floor 

of the Sun realm 

and time here 

flowing like 

a river 

of nano-technological 
blossoms 

a lotus flower 

of digital phantom code 
radiates 

like a false hologram 
of bio-mechanical truths 
the wind blows gently 
if I listen closely 

I can hear 

whispered haikus 

in the binary sequences 
of a computer's 

musical thoughts 


KEE 


- 8/5/2023 


- Poem written out 
across the sky 
with Infrared Laser 
in the direction 
of the constellation Virgo 
on 8/6/2023 


Te 


The radio spectrum Sun 
the love of Cassiopeia 
hallucinated flowers 
appearing among the stars 
Andromeda 

eyes of starlight 
serenity 

my soul is with you 

even though 

I am grounded 

to the Earth 

sunflower of Pulsar light 
my balcony on the Moon 
my igloo 

on the Martian plateau 
my roses ascending 

to Ganymede and Europa 


KE 


- 8/5/2023 


- Poem written out 
across the sky 
with Infrared Laser 
in the direction 
of the constellation Virgo 
on 8/6/2023 


8. 


How did I sleep 
FareeeeeeQuickly 
crossing the threshold 
arriving at 

the immaterial shore 
the sky 

the sunlight 

all of a finer 
translucent density 
how I did arrive here 
at the lighthouse 

at the edge 

of the sea of dreams 


beholding the immensity 


the immensity 
the blending 
of all being 


before the starlight waves 


KE 


- 8/6/2023 


9. 


Cosmic space poetry 
laser writing 

Cosmic laser calligraphy 
in the air 

in the sky 
WOrdSeeeepoetry 

written out 

in laser light 
artificial light 
techno-signature light 
streams of laser photons 
beamed across the sky 
streams of 
poetry-laser-photons 
sent out towards 

the Constellations 

on a journey towards 
the Constellations 

the Planets....the Worlds 
of the Stars 

of the Constellations 


KEE 


- 8/6/2023 


10. 


She went 

to the seashore 

in search 

of radiant sea serpents 
she found them 

in the dark light 
below the dark stars 


KE 


- 8/7/2023 


ll. 


The little 
metallic probe 
floated about 

over a plateau 

of a desolate world 
sent by its creators 
to search 

for anyone 

or anything 

with the ability 
to have dreams 


KE 


- 8/9/2023 


12. 


She was a real beauty 
that didn't help 

it just made 

the situation worse 

I lost my grip 

which was fate 

I knew that much 

but I suppose 

It happened much sooner 
because 

she was a real beauty 
it got fate's attention 
much sooner 

and fate never 

looked. the other way for me 
there was just too much 
from the past 

but it's fine now 

fine and quiet 

it's early 

just before sunrise 

out on my balcony 

with coffee 

I watch a cat 

walking over 

a woodpile 


KEE 


- 8/10/2023 


- Poem written out in the sky 
with Infrared Laser 
towards the constellation Draco 
on 8/12/2023 


13. 


Song of the Moon 

song of the Hummingbird 
song of the celestial 
tapestry of constellations 
Pisces 

Gemini 

Taurus 

all of them 

going by 

drifting by 

like sailboats 

out on the lake 

and I want 

the new awakening 

to appear 

I want the eyes 

the mind 

the soul 

open and seeing 

across the galaxies 


KE 


- 8/11/2023 


- Poem written out in the sky 
with Infrared Laser on 8/13/2025 
half towards the constellation Taurus 
half towards the constellation Cetus 


14. 


Electrical star pillars 
glowing 

lighting up 

the causeway 

to Metro-Valhalla 

on astral level three 
eternal cycles 
warriors battling 
each other 
honor..eebravery 
deatheee.resurrection 
and after 

the beer flowing 

in the great hall 

the beer itself 

even taste of eternity 
feeling the glow 

the fire 

of the wolf's eyes 


KE 


- 8/12/2023 


- Poem written out 
in the sky 
with Infrared Laser 
towards the constellation Leo 
on 8/13/2025 


15. 


They say 

the Moon will rise soon 
I heard it 

talked about 
yesterday 

they said at four 
at four in the morning 
at four 

we'll have our Moon 
it's not four yet 
it's just past three 
I was just outside 
and I looked 
nothing yet 

no sign of the Moon 
our Moon 

or any Moon 

there was just 

some clouds up there 
and a single 

very bright star 


KE 


- 8/13/2023 


- Poem written out 
in the sky 
with Infrared Laser 
towards the constellation Leo 
on 8/13/2025 


16. 


Tonight 

the sky 

is so very clear 
no veil 

of smog 

fog 

breath of Titans 
breathing out 
industrial smoke 
nope 

none of that 
just star 

and star 

and star 


KE 


- 8/11/2023 


- Poem written out 
in the sky 
with Infrared Laser 
towards the constellation Leo 
on 8/13/2025 


lT. 


The Grind 

is always there 

it seems 

at least on weekdays 
like a dark shadow 
like a gang of crows 
that follows me 

it's early now 

but the crows 

will be with me 

till it's late 

the crows will do 
their own thing 

but they'll still 

be with me 
throughout the day 
they won't let me 
out of their sight 
they serve The Grind well 
very well 


KE 


- 8/12/2023 


18. 


Sometimes 

the night 

with its dark wings 
is going 

to get in regardless 
you can try 

and fight it 

with candles 

with lanterns 

with whatever light 
you can muster 

but you don't win 
you never win 

the dark wings 

of night 

are ancient 
powerful 

absolute in commitment 
to have its way 


KE 


- 8/17/2023 


- Poem written out 
in the sky 
with an Infrared Laser 
towards the constellation Cetus 
in the Pine Barrens, New Jersey 
on 8/20/2025 


19. 


This morning 
early 

there was a sea fog 
for a time 

it shrouded everything 
for a time 

early 

before sunrise 

a cloud 

from off the sea 
coming ashore 

to anoint us 

with obscurity 
bestowing upon us 
an obscure way 

to see 

looking at things 
through a shroud 
of time 

and a hidden 
obscuring 

breath of the sea 


KE 


- 8/17/2023 


- Poem written out in the sky 
with an Infrared Laser 
in the Pine Barrens , NJ 
towards the constellation Taurus 
on 8/20/2025 


20. 


Hearing that sad 
phantom saxophone 

from out there 

in the morning fog 

in the morning sea fog 
that sad saxophone 

out there playing 

in memory 

of love torn apart 

and destroyed 

by the world 

that sad saxophone 

from out there 

in the sea fog 

the music of remembrance 
of love 

that no one else remembers 
that only 

the sad music 

now remembers 


KE 


- 8/16/2023 


- Poem written out 
in the sky 
with an Infrared Laser 
in the Pine Barrens , NJ 
towards the constellation Taurus 
on 8/20/2025 


2l. 


I am waiting for you 
wishing for you 
hoping for you 

I am waiting for you 
by the edge of the sea 
that I find 

in my own visions 

I am waiting for you 
wishing for you 
dreaming of you 

in my dreams 

that continue on 
while I am awake 

that continue on 
while I am mostly 

in this world 

but not entirely 

I am hoping for you 
to appear beside me 
with a bouquet of starlight 
with a flower 

in your raven-dark hair 


KE 


- 8/18/2023 


- Poem written out 
in the sky 
with an Infrared Laser 
in the Pine Barrens , NJ 
towards the constellation Taurus on 8/20/2023 


22. 


Moon of the toad 

toad of the flower 
flower of the wind 

wind of 

the swaying reeds 

it all means 
everything to me 

a garden 

of all creation 

growing 

within my psyche 

as I here and now behold 
the Sunflower 

of the teacup 

and the teacup 

of the vision-conjuring 
medallion 

swaying side to side 


KE 


- 8/19/2023 


- Poem written out 
in the sky 
with an Infrared Laser 
in the Pine Barrens , NJ 
towards the constellation Taurus 
on 8/20/2025 


256 


I am lured by a flower 
to walk right into 

the sunlight of a flower 
to drift upon the sea 
and go where the tides go 
into that mist-shrouded 
land of a future time 
into that garden 

of a future solar eclipse 
my songs 

my words 

my voice 

call out 

for the flower's radiance 
I am lured by the flower 
to lose myself 

in this radiance 

to feel and believe 

that this radiance 

is the true diamond 

of all worlds 


KEE 


- 8/19/2023 


- Poem written out 
in the sky 
with an Infrared Laser 
in the Pine Barrens , NJ 
towards the constellation Orion 
on 8/20/2025 


24. 


Another birthday 
another year 

where did they all go 
how did I spend them 
live them 

perhaps not realizing 
back then 

how quickly 

they were going by 

all those blurry nights 
all those empty bottles 
surrounding me 

in the morning 

how did I do it 

how did I endure it 

all those nights 

ina fog 

but it's all behind me now 
The Piper 

finally came to collect 
and when he did 

I simply stated 

to Mr. Piper 

that that's it 

I'm out !!! 


KE 


- 8/18/2023 


25. 


The wheels 

keep spinning 

the world 

keeps spinning 

the Sun keeps shining 
shining out 
radioactive 

invisible death 
light 

but also creation to 
we all must 
acknowledge 

the duality 

yin and yang 

and we're all 
spinning to 

though we usually 
don't feel it 

and yet there are occasions 
when we do 

like when the bottles 
meet our eyes 

in the sunlight 


EEE 


- 8/16/2023 


26. 


Tomorrow's Monday 

work will be as fun 

as a root canal 

I have foreseen this 

with my deranged clairvoyance 
and it's still Sunday night now 
and I'm just 

sitting in this room 
waiting for 01d Man Sleep 
who is late as always 

I don't hear the crickets 
outside the window 
they're gone 

somewhere 

I don't know where 

they're just gone 

winter approaches 

the distant horizon 

is no longer aglow 

Old Man Sleep is late 
maybe the crickets 

are just late to 

but I suspect 

that they're gone 

gone and far away 
somewhere 

leaving only this silence 
that is far too loud 

to simply ignore 


KE 


- 8/20/2023 


27. 


Tomorrow 

it'll all begin again 
the wounded soul 

will yearn 

for the wine 

my muse 

will run and hide 

and there will be 

no light 

of creativity showing 
not while I'm working 
for The Man 

for the machine 

for the man 

by means of machines 
the machines 

that maybe....just a little 
show envy of our souls 
while crushing them 
for The Man 


KE 


- 8/21/2023 


28. 


Reaching out 

to the extraterrestrial poet 
some E.T. working stiff 
just like me 

ground down 

worn down 

made numb 
scarred....battered 

beat down 

by dead end jobs 

poor choices 

The Grind 

of materialism 

on some E.T. world 
maybe lost 

lonely 

with a wounded heart 
yet through it all 

a poet 

always a poet 

that was never 

in question 

a kindred soul 

across the vastness of space 
I feel a connection 
with you 

compadre 

friend 

brother 

sister 

fellow poet of the Universe 
I'm sending this poem 
out there 

to the stars 

to you 

who is perhaps 

just like me 

in so many ways 


KE 


- 8/24/2023 


29. 


I was very naive 

when she ripped 

my heart to pieces 

I was a little less 
naive 

when she did it again 
the third time 

I didn't feel as much 
something had changed 
my heart 

didn't feel as much 
anymore 

there was a numbness there 
that stuck around 
that only ever 

seemed to go away 
when I looked 

into the eyes 

of my new bewitcher 


KE 


- 8/22/2023 


50. 


This week 

was like 

a sledgehammer 

of nonsense 

what did 

it take out of me 
what can 

it never give back 
in the end 

what did any of it 
really mean 

other than 

to make me 

think of the weekend 
as a sacred sanctuary 
AWAYeceeSimply away 
from the three-headed 
beast-dog 

of Hell's Gate 

that was this week 


KE 


- 8/24/2023 


51. 


In that brief 

early time 

those brief 

heavenly 

early moments 

at sunrise 

it sometimes 

seems to me 

that The Grind 

is not awake yet 
that The Grind 

does not even exist 
the birds sing joyfully 
the dawning light 
is pure 

immaculate 

in these brief moments 
I can almost forget 
that The Grind 

is lurking out there 
forget that 

it ever was at all 
in these few 

brief moments 

when the birds 

Sing joyfully 


KE 


-8/25/2023 


3260 


The angry customers 
chewed me out 

many times today 

the boss didn't care 
about their problems 
I used to care 

but it was useless 

I didn't have 

a magic wand 

to make everything 
all better 

to make 

the management care 
to make 

the angry customers 
happy ones 

Noweeel didn't have 
the magic wand 

I must have misplaced it 
somewhere 

in my untidy apartment 


KEE 


- 8/25/2023 


356 


A sinister gravity 
weighs down on me 

my muse is a viper 

with deadly eyes 

and I can't see 

much beyond anything 
because there's not much 
to see beyond 

the world 

just flings us across 
its boundaries of time 
and changes in the weather 
suit me fine 

this time of year 

and now I'll let 

the curtain fall 

and simply await 

the rooster's crowing 


KE 


- 8/26/2023 


36. 


I heard fireworks 
going off tonight 

in the distance 

but I didn't know why 
a car drove by 
blasting its stereo 

a neighbor was disturbed 
and I was disturbed 
and I was out 

on the balcony 
looking for the Moon 
couldn't see it 

while insomnia 

was approaching 

like one of those 
Green Lady ghost 
that haunt castles 
in Britain 

I saw insomnia approaching 
like that 

all green 

ghostly 

about to haunt 

my Moonless night 


KE 


- 8/27/2023 


- Poem written out 
across the sky 
with Infrared Laser 
towards the constellations 
Draco and Cepheus 
on 8/27/2023 


STe 


The daffodils 

were dynamited 
they couldn't be 
left standing 
NOceceee 

not in this world 
with all 

its cruel.....unjust 
empty philosophies 
NOcececece 

the daffodils 

had to go 

they were giving us 
false hope 

making us believe 
Plato's utopia 
could be realized 
but Plato is long dead 
the utopia 

was a pipe dream 
and Atlantis 

sank into the sea 
a long time ago 
itis said 


KE 


- 8/27/2023 


- Poem written out 
across the sky 
with Infrared Laser 
towards the constellations 
Draco and Cepheus 
on 8/27/2025 


38. 


I could hear 

the caterpillar 

singing 

on the radio 

on that stage 

upon the Moon 

singing of a love affair 
that ended 

in Shakespearean tragedy 
daggers 

poison 

flowers 

AALS UcceeeeeAdL OG Ueeeeadieu 
the caterpillar 

spelled it all out 
perfectly 

and drops of wine 

rained down 

from the Sea of Tranquility 


KE 


- 8/27/2023 


Poem written out 

across the sky 

with Infrared Laser 
towards the constellations 
Cassiopeia and Andromeda 
on 8/27/2023 


39-6 


When my little dove 

is beyond 

the sea and clouds 

when the Moon 

has already disappeared 
and the night is darkest 
when insomnia 

creeps in 

with a twelve pack 

of beer 

when the oasis 

of your dreams 

is replaced 

by the metropolis 

and its morning traffic 
when the bat 

circles around 

the street light 

not even sure why 

just wanting to feel 
the radiance 

like we all do 


KE 


- 8/27/2023 


40. 


The eagles soar 

the crows 

gather in skeletal trees 
talking shit 

on us all 

the butterflies 

go about 

like saints 

the trash trucks 

slow down traffic 

the bicyclist 

multiply in droves 

the police 

use technology 

to scan 

our dental history 

as we pass them by 

the slow drivers 

are oblivious as always 
the speeders 

are on borrowed time 

a hundred miles 
straight up in the sky 
things get real quiet 
and we all look like 

a carnival of ants 


KEE 


- 8/27/2023 


4l. 


I didn't sleep well 
last night 

OKesss in truth 

I didn't sleep at all 
not a single 

bit of sleep 

you just caught me 

in a little lie there 
I wasn't telling you 
the truth 

I knew the truth 

but I didn't want 

to tell you 

I didn't want you 

to know 

that I feel 

like a crazed insomniac 
today 

it makes you wonder 
perhaps it does 

what else I'm not 
being honest about 

in my poems 

but whoever said 

that poems 

have to be honest 

they can be of course 
if you want them to be 
but I see no real harm 
in making them 
fiery.....radiant 
glowing lies 

or skillfully crafted 
fabrications of bullshit 


KE 


- 8/27/2023 


42. 


Got home 

zoned out 

stared at walls 
zoned out 

heard things 
you don't want to know 
got up 

went outside 
crappy weather 
no stars 

smoked one 

went inside 

sat on couch 
stared at walls 
zoned out 
mentally gone 
someplace else 
someplace nice 
someplace wicked 


KE 


- 8/28/2023 


43. 


There's a cat 

around my apartment 
that reigns 

over its own kingdom 
its own fiefdom 

of course 

I am living 

under its scepter 
it's the reign 

of the cat 

as it walks along 
the sprinkler-soaked 
sidewalk 

All Hail 

My Sovereign 

Feline 


KE 


- 8/29/2023 


44. 


Here it is 

just before 

the storm 
yesterday 

was a carnival 
of agony 

at the job 

and here it is 
early morning 
the day 

seems so full 

of promise 

but I know 

it won't be 

to already know 
what the day 
will bring 
that's the kicker 
that's the cruel grasp 
of undesired fate 
that's the thorn 
of the rose 
that's the Hemlock 
of the Hemlock 


KE 


- 8/30/2023 


45. 


The chaos is real 

and tonight 

the scorpion 

can't fall asleep 

and tomorrow 

we may all 

open our windows 

and our front doors 
to a salted Earth 
and tonight 

the radios came alive 
with voices 

reading from 

The Egyptian Book of The Dead 
and tonight 

the butterflies 

went into exile 

and the chaos 

made all the candles 
expire in a most 
mysterious succession 


KE 


- 8/30/2023 


46. 


Outside now 

early morning 

the crickets 

and the birds 

are performing a symphony 
outside now 

early morning 

I hear a police siren 

off in the distance 
outside now 

everything seems 
shrouded in tranquility 
it won't hold 

it won't last 
tranquility 

will be driven away 

by the rush hour traffic 
by the machinery 

of The Grind 

coming back to life 
COZS8...--diesel engines 
zombified souls 

all the motions 

of the modern slow dance 
of sacrificed time 
HOULSeeeeeedaA¥S 
YCaArSeceeeprecious years 
of your life 

offered up 

to the Olympians of minutiae 


KE 


- 8/31/2023 


47. 


The sea was to my back 
and I walked 

into the sunlight 

I walked into where 

the mirrors 

won't even reflect 

I walked into a fog 

where time ceases to exist 
as we know it 

and how I've known it 

how I've been 

tossed about by it 
roughed up by it 

made unrecognizable by it 
by its indifference 
YeSeectime seemed 

to descend from the sky 
like an avenging angel 
of immaculate 

and poisonous flowers 
this prophecy was foretold 
the words were written 

if only a few read them 
this is no concern 

of the crowned viper 


KE 


- 9/1/2023 


48. 


And sometimes 

I have these visions 

I swear I do 

and I can see far 
into the future 

and I can see them 
down there 

far down along the beaches 
I can see them 

the lighthouses 

of cosmic space poetry 
these lighthouses 
they do not shine 

a light out to sea 
they shine poetry 

up and out 

to the stars 

via radio 

and via lasers 

they transmit 
broadcast 

shi ne....shine....Shine 
poetry of this world 
to the shores of another 


KE 


- 9/2/2023 


49. 


The night has arrived 
the sky has turned dark 
the shroud has fallen 
In a short time 

I'll be deep 

ina dream 

a fabulous oasis 

in the middle 

of a desert 

or a tropical island 

in the bluest sea 

in a short time 

I'll be in a dream 

and separated 

from the cold machinery 
of The Grind 

separated from 

the soulless nature 

of The Grind 

I'll be deep in a dream 
below the Equator 

below a Sun 

that anoints the flowers 
below the Equator 


KE 


- 8/30/2023 


50. 


What does 

she see me as 

what do I see 

myself as 

I can spend my time 
searching for answers 
trying to figure out 
her heart 

but more likely 

than not 

a fog will roll in 
I'll hear the sound 
of waves 

breaking upon the shore 
I will see 

a lighthouse 

before my eyes 

and its light 

will be 

the brightest light 
ever to find my soul 


KE 


- 8/29/2023 


51. 


She spoke 

to the violets 

the orchids 

the roses 

and they all 

took revenge 
against me 

raining down 

upon me 

in my solitary room 
ceaselessly 
ceaselessly 

until I was drowned 
in flowers 


KE 


- 9/4/2023 


- Poem was written out 
across the sky with Laser 
towards the Planet Venus 
on 9/4/2023 


52. 


Other Worlds of Souls : 


Space poetry 

is the aspiration 

to reach 

other worlds of souls 
with art 

with poetic expression 
with reflections 

of life 

of lived experienced 

the lovely 

the noble 

the mirky 

the sorrowful 

send it all out there 

to fellow souls 

of the Universe 

send it all out there 

in all of its 

radiant joy 

or its weariness 

send it all out there 
with shining hope 

or with frantic desperation 
but let it be truthful 
let it be born of the soul 
with laughter or pain 
let it be this 

in all truthfulness 

and send it all out there 


KE 


- 9/4/2023 


55. 


Today is a holiday 
no work 

but tomorrow 

The Grind 

will embrace me 
with open claws 

the hour hand 

on the clock 

will be drunk 

with delusions of grandeur 
and The Grind 

will stand there 
in the corner 
smirking 

like The Pied Piper 
and sometimes 

I'm quite convinced 
that The Grind 

is The Pied Piper 
and while at work 
I can often hear 
that damn pipe 
trying to lure me away 
to that mountain 
that opens up 

and devours souls 
in one of those 
grimmer kind 

of fairy tales 


EEE 


- 9/4/2023 


54. 


What can you say 

what can you say 

when the Moon 

has already said everything 
when the Moon 

has become 

your enchantress 


KE 


- 9/4/2023 


- Poem written out 
across the sky 
with Infrared Laser 
towards the constellation Bootes 
on 9/4/2023 


55. 


The violets 

appear in my dreams 
they multiply 

as the nights go by 

the Moon rises 

over the city 

by the sea 

neon lights 

filling tired eyes 

with desperate hopes 

the bottle 

the gamble 

the dance 

the dance that carries us 
to an immaculate mirage 
the immaculate mirage 
that fades.....vanishes 
and leaves us 

back in the dusty streets 
that are both 

altar to the Sun 

and tomb of memories 


KE 


- 9/4/2023 


- Poem written out 
across the sky 
with Visible Light Laser 
towards the constellation Bootes 
on 9/4/2023 


56. 


I saw 

the beautiful 

yet deadly 

siren upon the rocks 
along the sea 

in a violent tempest 
but she 

let me go 

she didn't sing 

she didn't 

hypnotize me 

she just smiled 

now here I am 

alive 

unscathed 

by outward appearance 
but on the inside 

I am empty 

that's what she took 
and she took it all 


KE 


- 9/4/2023 


- Poem written out 
across the sky 
with Infrared Laser 
towards the constellation Bootes 
on 9/4/2023 


STe 


"Keepers are forbidden to use 

any other materials for 

cleaning and polishing purposes 
than those supplied 

by the Light-—House Establishment" 


- Instructions to Light-—Keepers 
July, 1881 
U.S. Light-House Establishment 


Writing out 

poems with laser 
sending out 

photons to stars 

it's a ritual 

a ceremony of poetry 
it is poetry in action 
itis a dreamer 

upon the Harth 

saying hello 

to other dreamers 

out there 

where stars shine 
where Moons 

orbit worlds 

where comets 

continue the great voyage 


EEE 


- 9/6/2023 


58. 


Hey listen 

you got me all wrong 
this is nothing new 
it's as old 

as loneliness itself 
it's as old 

as desperation 

and the condition 

of solitude 

don't try 

and make me out 

to be anything special 
to be anything new 

in regards 

to the art form 

of making mistakes 
it's as old 

as broken men 

weeping in the moonlight 


KE 


- 9/9/2023 


596 


A wave crashes 
her eyes 

sight of doom 
demise 

was the heart 
always created 
to be weak 

to this 

a wave crashes 
her eyes 

a desolate despair 
was there ever 
truly a chance 
I could withstand 
a wave crashes 
her eyes 

it is now 
oblivion 

or madness 

a sight of doom 
demise 


KE 


- 9/4/2023 


60. 


Woke up late 

the doves 

were already out 
proclaiming the word 
the Sun was locked in 
telepathic conversation 
with the roses 

I was trying 

to shake off 

the last traces of sleep 
but it left behind 
many glass figurines 
of mermaids 

the stars had faded 
back behind 

the blue veil 

it was now 

the hour of the sparrow 


KE 


- 9//7/2023 


6l. 


He yeeeewake up 
who is it 

it's The Grind 
wake up 

go away 

it's time 

time for what 
time for me 

not again 
yes...you know it 
damn 

yes damn 

damn cruel fate 
what time is it 
it's time 

let's go 

it's still dark 
so itis 

my old friend 


KE 


- 9/8/2023 


62. 


The whispers 

were always there 
and that feeling 

of being watched 
judged....condemned 
but so be it 

but so be it 

I free myself 

by kicking back 
lighting a cigar 
and letting my mind 
drift away 

to the clouds 
someday 

it probably 

won't come back 

but that's okay 
probably won't miss 
anything enlightening 


KE 


- 9/8/2023 


63. 


It's early September 
and the weather 

is hot 

muggy 

too damn humid 

hour after hour 

it's the Inferno 

of Dante 

it's back 

it's a nightmare 

the beast 

and lost souls 

of the Inferno 

are wandering the land 
Sinners are punished 
by the weight 

of their sins 
especially 

in the afternoons 
when it feels 

the hottest 

the muggiest 

the Inferno is back 
Dante grins 

in a tomb 

somewhere in Italy 
knowing damn well 
that the next circle 
is all frozen ice 


KEE 


- 9/8/2023 


64. 


A cruel morning it was 
vipers everywhere 

The Grind had ambitions 
as I had ambitions once 
but not enough 

and they came too late 
The Grind has most 

of my ambition now 
molded into its false teeth 
and it's a damn 

muggy morning 
cruel....medieval—like 

The Grind 

has been reading Dante 

I believe 

I knew 

it all seemed so familiar 


KE 


- 9/9/2023 


65. 


Feeling in pieces today 
and the storm clouds 
are rolling in 

and the ships 

are going out to sea 
and the Moon 

will be like a candle 

I wasn't meant to see 
and no matter what happens 
something will happen 
and soon 

the approaching 

winter frost 

will send 

all the summer flowers 
to Valhalla 


KE 


-9/9/2023 


66. 


"A book containing an account 
of the vessels passing 
the light-vessel must be kept" 


- Instructions to Light-—Keepers 
July, 1881 
U.S. Light-House Establishment 


A little part of me 

goes into each poem 

and when I send them out 
to the stars 

a little part of me 

goes with them 

that is the power 

of a poem 

it is a little piece 

of you 

a little bit of the light 
that is your soul 

and it can reach 

the stars 

and worlds of which 
we've even yet to dream 


KE 


- 9/9/2023 


67. 


The flowers glare 
and radiate 
radiate energy 
raw energy 
immaculate energy 
angelic energy 
energy as strong 
as the neon cities 
of our vices 
energy as strong 
as the winds 

that carried 
armadas of galleons 
across the seas 
energy like 

the atomic dawn 

we created 

Pacific atolls 
circa 1950's 
flowers themselves 
are miniature 
supernovas 

on this Earth 
blasting out 

and eternal glare 
of the great mystery 


KEE 


- 9/10/2023 


68. 


It's Sunday morning 
awake early 

not much 

of a good sunrise 
mostly cloudy 

but yesterday 

I saw a spectacular 
sunrise 

I was driving 

across a bridge 

one island to another 
and there it was 

the rising Sun 

the light 

dancing upon the water 
the light of beauty 
hope 

creation 

dancing upon the water 
like beholding 

a miracle 

through the car window 


KE 


- 9/10/2023 


TO. 


"A lighħht-house must never be left 
wholly unattended" 


- Instructions to Light-Keepers 
July, 1881 
U.S. Light-House Establishment 


Maybe the Universe 

is full of poets 

and maybe it is not 

I like to believe 

that itis 

it's something 

of a dream of mine 

so I'll write poems 

and have them sent 
into Outer Space 

ever on their journey 
to seek out and find 
the other poets 

of the Universe 

it is only a dream....yes 
yet is it not 
something of truth 
that much in our lives 
begins with a dream 


KE 


- 9/10/2023 


Tl. 


Some little remnant 

of this poem transmission 
will be light-years 

and light-years 

away from Earth 

someday 

some little minute 

slight traces 

of radio noise 

or some essence of light 
from a laser 

I held in my hands 

out in the Pine Barrens 
one morning 

writing out 

these poems in the sky 
maybe like a madman 

I don't know 
YeSeeeeeprobably 

sometimes a little madness 
can be a garden 

for the soul 

for dreams 

and these traces 

of my poetry transmissions 
will be far away..eeeout there 
in the cosmic ocean 
light-years 

and light-years away 
never looking back to Earth 
looking only to what lies ahead 


KE 


- 9/8/2023 


T2. 


A strange morning 

it was 

thoughts of alien 

AI machine orbs 
descending from 

the Sunday morning sky 
listening to our radio 
watching our television 
a few heading off 
towards Philly 

a few to go hover 

over the casinos in AC 
and a few watching 

my neighbor's cat 
strut about 

presiding over 

its fiefdom 

of lawns 

and front porches 


KE 


- 9/10/2023 


T3. 


Sunday 

rainy afternoon 

stuck in this apartment 
earlier 

I went out 

for some smokes 

the traffic 

made me paranoid 

but I'm back now 

with a fan going 

a stack of books 

to read 

a mug of my good stuff 
seeking that immaculate 
derangement of the senses 
just wanting to forget 
that tomorrow 

it's back to The Grind 
sitting here 

rainy afternoon 
tasting 

the sweet nectar 

and the sweet 

poison of life 


KE 


-9/10/2023 


74. 


Someday 

these space poems 

of mine 

will be ancient 

someday 

they'll be little more 
than faint radio noise 
and if by some 

chance miracle 

they're ever picked up 
by an alien civilization 
maybe my poems 

will be given new names 
like Candidate Signal BX3J2i00195 
or something like that 
perhaps they will be 
documented 

catalogued 

then stored away 

for future examination 
and there 

something of a poem 

of mine will be 

and to think 

it all began 

with eccentric old me 


EEE 


- 9/10/2023 


756 


Listening 

to a howling wind 
that isn't there 
through the fan noise 
I can hear 

the streets 

of the other side 
through the rushing water 
I hear the souls 

of ancient poets 

my eyes can see 

yet my ears can hear 
a lot of things 

I can't fully explain 
isn't it strange 

this life 


KE 


- 9/10/2023 


T6. 


The little souls 
in the garden 

of wood chimes 
they don't listen 
they don't listen 
to me 

to me 

they never do 

they never could 
they want it 

their way 

and my way 

is the highway 

up to the old 
porcelain mountain 
of wind chimes 

and if it gets 
really windy 

this madness 

will cover the world 


KE 


- 9/11/2023 


TT. 


In the mountains 
where there never 
were any 

I had my baptism 
of the cold harshness 
of the cold 

cold world 

of the cruel dove 
YeSecceethere are 
cruel doves 

there are cruel doves 
out there 

they laugh 

at the fool 

who trusted 

and loved 
appearances 

they laugh 

at the fool 

who knows 

he is a fool 

they laugh 

at the fool 

that always 

comes back to them 


KE 


-9/11/2023 


78. 


It's not even midnight 
a caterpillar 

is already starting in 
singing an opera 

it is not even ten 

the Moon is still hiding 
somewhere over 
Carpathian woodsheds 
and I don't 

gamble with dice 

play at cards 

or drink Sambuca 

never 

not even alone 

I believe 

it would be folly 

to let madness 

throw me 

to the hungry wolves 
of the forest 

over in Reims 

a clocktower chimes 
when it's time to dream 


EEE 


- 9/11/2023 


T9. 


This one 

shouldn't take much time 
It shouldn't be too bad 
the sting 

the pain 

the blood. 

it shouldn't be too bad 
this time 

I didn't know her 

all that long 

and there was much 

that was already 

in pieces 

this one 

shouldn't take too long 
and I know 

it's now early morning 
in Madrid 

I know that the arenas 
the streets 

the churchyards 

are quiet 

only the phantoms prowl 
and this one 

shouldn't be as bad 

as some of the others 
the thorns didn't 

go in as deep 

the skin is tougher now 
though a little less alive 
there were others 

that were very bad 
though each one 

is unique 

like hot afternoons 

in the arena 

when the bulls run 
when a red Sun 

is a reminder of death's triumph 


KE 


- 9/12/2023 


* All poems sent into Outer Space 
via Space Speak Outer Space Messaging Platform 
(via radio) in 2023 


2023 


